3o4               STAGE CONFIDENCES
thought apparently that stage fairies might have colds in their star-crowned heads.
So as my wet skirt viciously slapped my icy ankles, I almost tearfully declared to myself I would have to have a handkerchief, even though it were pinned to my wings, only who on earth could get it off in time for me to use ? Now if poor Semantha were only — and there I stopped, my eyes, my mind, fixed upon a woman a little way ahead of me, who stood staring in a window. Her figure drooped as though she were weary or very, very sad, and I said to myself, " I don't know what you are looking at, but I do know it's something you want awfully/' and just then she turned and faced me. My heart gave a plunge against my side. I knew her. One woman's glance, lightning-quick, mathematically true, and I had her photograph — the last, the very last I ever took of poor Semantha.
As her eyes met mine, they opened wide and bright. The rosy colour flushed into herthere was no provision made for handkerchiefs, nois fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
